With break of dawn the vision passed
From memory and I was cast
Into the whirl of time's abyss.
Its wheel of circling histories,
But to my eyes the wide \vorld seemed
Like a dry seed; a grey sheath gleamed
Over Its surface weary and old;
jLIfe lay in death's invisible hold*
Within by a fire and stillness pressed
I turned to my spirit?s ultimate quest
In the inviolable shrine of God:
I made his Vast rnv lone abode.